He repeated them very loudly as he wrote them down.

'Monsieur Vadassy, Hotel de la Reserve.' His voice
dropped a little, and he ran his tongue round Ms lips before
going on. 'It shaE be sent round to you as soon as it is
ready.5

I thanked him and went to the door of the shop. A man
in a panama hat and an ill-fitting suit of Sunday blacks was
standing facing me. The pavement was narrow, and as
he did not move to make way for me., I murmured an
apology and made to squeeze past him. As I did so he laid
a hand on my arm.

'Monsieur Vadassy?'

'Yes?'

'I must ask you to accompany me to the Commissariat.5

'What on earth for?'

'A passport formality only. Monsieur.5 He was stolidly
polite.

'Then hadn't I better get my passport from the hotel?5

He did not answer but looked past me and nodded almost
imperceptibly. A hand gripped my other arm tightly. I
looked over my shoulder and saw that there was a uni-
formed agent standing in the shop door behind me. The
chemist had disappeared.

The hands propelled me forward, not too gently.

CI don't understand/ I said.

Tou will/ said the pkin-clothes man briefly. *Allez3
filer

He was no longer polite.
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